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“NOT BY MIGHT.” | 
AN ENGLISH STORY. 

In one of the narrowest streets of a 
great northern town there lived, ten years 
ygo, a drayman and his wife. They had | 
pochildren ; they were rough and igno- | 
mat, they had a Godless home,—the scene | 
ofmany quarrels and of few enjoyments 
The wife, however, had known better days, 
days of brief, yet unforgotten, service ata 
farm ‘down South,’ and with a gentler 
husband might have been induced to tread 
abetter path. But tall George Robinson 
was never known—at least in those days, 
tomake anybody better. 

Ithappened at this time that Sally’s 
former mistress died, leaving an orphan 
slmost penniless. Hearing of this, Sally’s 
old love awoke. 

‘Miss Kate must come here, George,’ 
the said one evening. 

‘She shan’t,’ said George. 





‘TI can’t af- 





ford it, then. And, more nor that, I can’t! 
away with your saints. They’re all a set 
of hum—’ 


‘Now George!’ and Sally grew angry. 


| 
‘She won't cost youa penny. She'll earn| 


her living, or I'll earn it for her.’ 
‘Gammon!’ said George. 
‘I tell you it isn’t gammon.’ 


‘And I tell thee it is, and to prove it, 


Tillet her come. But I'll bet thee—’ 
*No, I won’t bet,’ said his wife, turning 
away to hide her joy, ‘ but I'll ask Sykes 
to write to her, and tell her to come at 
once.” 
‘Go ahead then,’ said Robinson, 
try her; but if she does’nt earn her bread 


Vilkick her out, you just remember that!’ | 


Sally went her way, and in another | 
wek Miss Kate arrived, with alight purse | 
ind heavy heart, at the great terminus of 
the southern railway. 

‘0 Sally, Sally! she cried, weeping 
bitterly; ‘I hav’nt a friend in the wide 
world but you |’ 

‘Dear lamb !’ said the kind-hearted 
creature, in whose eyes Kate was still the | 
litle child she cared for years ago; ‘I'll | 
make you happy if I can, I will.’ 

‘God helping you,’ said Kate, ‘say that, 
dear Sally—’ 

*God helping me,’ said Sally, speaking 
quickly. 

‘No; say it like a prayer—’ 

‘Iean’t. I never prays.’ 

‘0 Sally, how very sad? But God has 
tent me here that we may pray together ; 
don’t you think 30 ?” 

‘Sally did not answer. She began to 
teyerence the girl of fifteen, as she had 
(nee reverenced her mother. Yes; it was 


true'that God had sent the child. | 


‘Miss Katie,’ as Sarah had been wont 
tocall her, was a womanly little person- 
ye, with a kind face set off by large loose 
tarls, and eyes of great depth and beauty. 
Trained by a Christian mother, she was 
theady one of nature’s gentlewomen ; in- 
dustrious, thrifty, clever in domestic mat- 
ts, and possessed of a true heart that 
found its joy in God. As they walked 
home she spoke of her dead mother. 

‘She prayed for you, dear Sally.’ 

“Date say,” said Sally, in a husky voice, 
& they at last turned into the street which 
the described as ‘ourn.’ ‘And you'll not 
tind my husband, Miss,’ she added, with 
her hand upon the door. ‘He's rough, 
but he ain’t bad hearted.’ 

‘0,1 am resolved to make friends with 
bimy? said Kate. 

Sally shook her head doubtfully, and 





| 
“Tl 


watin, A group of her husband’s 
friends was gathered round the fire, and 
*¢ofthem, who had received a better 





| 


education than the rest, was reading a 
newspaper and lecturing thereupon. 

‘Holloa!’ cried George, ‘ here’s the old 
lass already! But where’s “ our Miss?”’ 

‘Outside,’ said Sally; ‘ d’ye think I’d 
bring her into such a smoke as this? Pak!’ 
it’s enough to smother a poor body.— 
Open the window, Mr. Sykes, there’s a 
good cretur. I’m sure my Miss can’t eat 
her supper here.’ 

‘ Then she can go without,’ said George, 
‘ or eat it out-o-door. Nobody wants her 
|to stay here, TJ tell thee!’ 
| Sally had begun the wrong way, and 
| she knew it, but the entrance of her guest 
| prevented her reply. 
| ‘ This is my husband, Miss,’ said Sally, 

respectfully ; ‘and Sykes, and Rock, and 
| Wilson, have come to sit a bit.’ 

‘ And are about to go off to the beer- 
shop to make more room for you,’ said 
Wilson, with a mock deference. 

‘No, don’t do that,’ said Kate. ‘1 wish 
to hear you talk. What you said just as 
Sally opened the door, about the poor 
man’s rights, was very good. I like to 
hear you. I want to know all about it.’ 

The four men started, as, laying aside 
her bonnet, she sat down at the table; 
while Bob Sykes nearly twisted his short 
neck in order to avoid puffing a smoke- 
cloud into her pretty face. But Wilson 
did not proceed with his long speech, for 
Sally, finding that the fire was low, began 
to scold her husband, who, on his side, 
showed signs of insubordination. 
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REMEMBER NOW THY CREATOR IN THE DAYS OF THY YOUTH. 


an angry gesture, ‘ I’ll turn you and your!| 
kettle out together, if you don’t take 
care!’ 

* You won't! cried Mrs. Robinson, an- 
grily, ‘though I’d turn out myself as soon 
as look, I would’ 

‘ No, no, dear Sally,’ and a little hand 
lay on her arm, ‘I don’t want tea to- 
night ; and if you say such words on my 
account 1 shall be very wretched. Let 
me have some cold water and a piece of 
bread—’ 

‘No, that “thou shan’t!’ cried Bob 
Sykes, starting up; ‘I'll blow the fire 
myself, I will—,’ and words we will not 
write escaped his lips. 

* You are so kind!’ said Kate, and yet 
she shuddered. ‘ Will you forgive me if 
T ask of you a great favor ?” 

‘Forgive thee—with that face and 
voice—so like my lad that died? Aye, 
that I will,’ said Bob, as he bent down to 
hear her. ‘Then don’t ask God to send 
you to hell if you don’t blow the fire—’ 

Bob drew back with a frown. ‘ What, 
don’t you like it, Miss Sanctified ? he 
said, mockingly. 

Her eyes were full of tears as she look- 
edup. ‘ Did you speak to your boy like 
that ?’ she asked in a voice that reached 
his earalone. ‘Is it a worse thing to be 
sanctified than to love wickedness ?’ 

He did not answer, but began to blow 
the fire, while Sally set the tea-things on 
a little table in the corner. Presently, 
however, he stopped, and loeked at Kate. 











‘ Bother your kettle,’ he exclaimed with 


‘ And dost thou mean to say that thou 
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art really sanctified ?’ he said, inquiringly ; 
* because, if thou does, thou art a hum- 
bug!’ 

‘I don’t,’ said Kate, sitting down be- 
side the fire. ‘To be sanctified is to be 
quite, quite holy ; and I am only just be- 
ginning to love holiness.’ 
*O that’s it, is it? 
thou to begin? 
ghost, or what ?” 

“I saw the love of Christ in dying for 
my sins,’ said Kate, fixing her deep look 
on him; ‘I saw what I hope your dead 
boy saw before he died.’ 

* And what was that ?” 

‘That heaven was my home, because 
Christ died for me.’ 

‘Bah! you and he were young fools, 
both of you.’ 

Kate thought a minute, with her eyes 
fixed on the fire. ‘It does not matter,’ 
she said, presently ; ‘I would rather be 
thought a fool and go to heaven, than 
think myself wise and be lost.’ 


And how cam’st 
Didst see a vision, or a 


again; and when, at last, the water be- 
house without a word. 


ed George, with a broad stare. 


Rock, with a glance at Kate. 


swore a single oath.’ 





{by no means a good one. 
{did not drive her husband to the beer- 
ishop at the corner; perhaps because she 
| was a first-rate plain cook, and always had 


In answer to this, Bob blew the fire 
gan to boil, took up his hat, and left the 
* And what's up with Bob Sykes ?’ ask- 


‘Why, hast thou not heard t’lass yon- 
der preach about his lad ’at died?’ asked | 
‘She's | was flushed with passion; ‘you say an- 
worked him up, my word for it; foryoung| other word, and I'll pitch your old book 
Bob was one of her own sort, and all the| into the fire.’ 
time that he lay dying old Bob never 
‘The more fool he, | let me catch thee at it !’ he cried, sternly. 


| to be led about by a pack of women and 


children,’ said George Robinson. ‘ Just 


| let me catch her preaching about me, and 
| I'll tell her what’s o’clock !’ 


Kate heard him, and her heart beat all 


|the quicker; but she did not fear. 


Mrs. Robinson had a temper—there was 
no question about that. It was alsoa 
well-known fact that the said temper was 
And yet she 


a good fire in winter, and a quantity of 
home made ginger beer in summer, for 
him and his rough guests. 

Miss Katie soon discovered this sad 


| failing in ‘ dear old Sally,’ and set herself 
| diligently to amend the matter. 


In thie 
| she so far succeeded, that quarrels between 


|the husband and the wife occurred less 
‘frequently, and were less noisy, than of 


yore. Still there was much need of their 
evening readings, and Katie's earnest 


|prayers ; for Sally had rather a liking for 


|the excitement of an altercation, and 
George was often rude to his wife and 
| gentle guest. 

One evening, when Bub Sykes had ven- 
tured to face Miss Katie once again, and 
when George was about to attack a dish 
of porridge and a quart bowl of milk, Sal- 
ly sat down by her little friend, and watch- 
ed her busy hands—for Katie was already 
bonnet- trimmer to the neighborhood. 

‘Go, mend my stockings,’ said Robin- 
son, who was provoked that his recent 
|prophecy concerning the idleness of the 
|new comer appeared so likely to remain 
unfulfilled. ‘Thee’d best look sharp, I 

| tell thee, or I’ll make thee darn that hoyle 
next Sunday.’ 

Sally looked up with a sharp word on 
her lips, but a look from Katie checked 

|her ready anger. Swallowing a large 
|amount of indignation, she waited a few 
| minutes and then spoke. 

‘ Thy stockings are mended already, old 
boy; and thy best waistcoat too. Dost 
think we do nothing all day ?” 

George looked at her in silence. Not 
so Mr. Robert Sykes, to whom this gentle 
answer was something new. 

‘Why, Sall, thee’rt mad!’ he cried, 
‘what’s done with thy cheek, owld lass ?” 

Sally looked at Katie and said, ‘ Ask 
my young lady.’ 
| Bob looked at Kate, and smiled till his 
| great whiskered face looked almost hand- 
some. ‘It’s all thy doing, then, isit? I 
thowt it were. Thou’st read thy book to 
the old lass, Miss Ketie ?’ 

*I have read God's book, Mr. Sykes,’ 
said Kate, ‘and Sally has listened to his 
holy words. Would you not like me to 
read to you sometimes ?” 

She ventured to say this because his 
manner was at once respectful and con- 
fiding, because his smile was so unlike 
that of their first meeting. He answered 
by placing a Bible in her hand. ‘ Yes, 
read that,’ he exclaimed with deep emo- 
tion ; ‘it belonged to my lad ’at’s gone. 
Read where he put marks, wilt thou ? 
| «Not here,’ cried Robinson, springing 
up and snatching the Bible from the white 
hands of Katie. ‘I'll have no games o 
that sort here, I tell thee.’ 

* O, George,’ said his wife, pleadingly, 
‘let her go on.’ 

‘I won’t!’ said Robinson, whose face 








It was Bob’s turn to speak now. ‘ Just 
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Give me ‘that book, I tell thee, or—’ 


embers occupied the fire-place, around 





THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
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of my family.’ Happy enough to hear this|long. May God bless and reward you,|and urged him to give himself to thy 5 hastened 
* Or what ?” which were huddled the half-naked chil- | manly resolution we returned to the house | dearest Margaret.’ |God who would have mercy upon all thas fm loose 4.06 
Involuntarily Bob Sykes clenched his|dren, and the woe-stricken mother and| with him—in due time we made the fact} They parted, for the hour oi shutting | came to him in penitence and love, £9, 
fist. lt was enough. Another moment| wife. Her face was haggard, her eyes/known to his wife, and producing a/|up the cell had arrived. The young man repeated after me, without my sug we 9A}, 
and the book was cast into the flames;/shrunken—her hair dishevelled—her| pledge, the whole family signed it upon|died ere the morning sun had risen on|**God have mercy upon me a sinnepe IM peld be ¥ 
another, and Katie, at the price of a/clothes tattered and unclean. the table which held the body of their/the earth; and when the keeper entered | but he had very indistinct ideas of what god all unto 
scorched hand, had rescued it from de-| She was seated upon an old broken} dead child! the cell next morning, all that remained | was necessary to be prepared for the MBO grec 
struction; another, and Bob Sykes had|chair, and was mechanically swinging to| The scene was an affecting one. of Scotland’s hapless genius, was a wasted change before him; and it was ex gd 1 were 
flown at Robinson, who on his part desir-| and fro, as if endeavoring to quiet her in- * * * * corpse, strapped down to the straw. difficult, as he lay groaning in agony, jm game of ! 
éd nothing better than a fight; another, | fant, who moaned pitifully in its mother’s} Two years had passed, when the inci-| Need we mention the name of this ill- | impart to him such knowledge that hy » anc 
and little Kate, rushing between the com-!arms. It had been sick from its birth,| dent was recalled to our mind by a shake | starred youth, Robert Ferguson, a young! would be brought to embrace a Crucifiey | when Lire 
batants, was, by George Robinson’s un-| and it was now seemingly struggling to|of the hand from a gentleman who was | man of great promise, and of brilliant | Redeemer. ried over U 
manly hand, laid senseless on the floor. | free itself from the harsh world into which, | returning west with a stock of dry goods| genius, whom his parents consecrated to| 1 saw him a second time the next throng Wu 
* Blood, blood !’ cried Sally, as thrust-|it had but a few months previous, been|which he had just purchased in New i ministry, but his father died, and evil when he was evidently weaker and draw. yo L wily 
ing aside a mass of curls she showed a | ushered. There was no tearin the eye of} York. It was the man who signed the |days came, and the very genius of the|ing nearer the final hour. When T tolg cinched uy 
fearfal wound. ‘Run, George, if you, the mother, as she gazed upon the expir-|temperance pledge by the body of his| youth, without a guiding hand, led nim'him to pray to God, to confess his sin im peld ta8¢ 1 
don’t want to be a murderer—the doctor | ing babe. The fountain had been dried | dead child.— Rochester Democrat. into scenes and associations that produced |and ask fur pardon, he said, “J dog) fm gist cauga 
—for your life.’ . |up by the internal fires which alcohol bad habits of drinking, and the result was| know now to pray.” ing on tu 
He did run as for life, with that word,| kindled and fed. Yet she was the picture Tor tha ‘Youinte Gelkpeadse. death in a dismal asylum, when he had| He had never been taught to Tepeat the Mm suirt Was u: 
* Murderer,’ ringing in his ears, that sense- | of despair; and we could not but fancy ani = just completed his twenty-fourth year. simplest form of prayer, and knew notth JM py We @ 
leas form with the bluod streaming from a/as she sat thus, that her mind was wan- ‘PM TIRED, MOTHER.” ae way to the mercy-seat. Christian friends i we sea Wil 
hastly wound ever before his eyes. The) dering back to the happy past, the days B. canal aig J be = > ane ee MOTHER'S DEAD. did everything in their power to byj wwuck the | 
octor came back with him, and they car-| of her infancy and girlhood, and herearly'3,0un., ‘ The blind eRe | him to the Lamb of God ; but, in a litus MM and swam « 
ried her up stairs. | home. Poor thing! She had given her | « tm tired, dear mother,” the little child said, hi s "es vy - “gers , pre _ vam | more than four days after he met withthe Im jwas take! 
God's ways are not like ours. That| affections and her hand to a man who had Ao che gentiy wes laid in ber low trundle bed 5 a ae eee ee Cae ‘. on'yY | accident, he was beyond their reazh in WB and abuut 
7 ne ke . “ | But soon she was locked in the arms of deep sieep, in little broken lines and dimples ! . 4 
dreadful night was the beginning of bet-| taken the first steps to intemperance. She| And the dear little child had furgo ten to weep. ¢ Mitetiie as cn tiled. and Ge janother world. How solemn a wa jock wa 
ter times, not only to George Robinson | had left her home full of buoyant hopes— | « 1m tured, deor mother,” the young maiden said, ul nd Se oe cee Yi does such an accident convey to thos Mm posts of LD 
but to Bob Sykes and Sally. |hopes never to be realized—to spend @ | So cho guns to San sted UES ¢.o0d acters oI — ee — _ beck st a te |who are in youth! Young man, while MM ing to dir 
As little Katie recovered very slowly, life of misery with a sot. Broken-hearted, | + You are very kind, mother ; | am much betver now.” oa ate ake, “hila 1° under their |you are amusing yonrself, and enjoying av 
they had to carry her in their strong arms, | cast out from the society of her former |« 1" tired, so tired,” the youthful bride eaid, gy ae ng = k hi jthe pleasures of the world, you maybe Mm maay persu 
to tempt her appetite with dainty fare, | friends, frowned upon by the ‘ good so- } as she sat on the lounge, on the eve she was wed, ast, night, too, papa took me on 18| called to give up your account at the be 
ye . pr 2 “a | jut a season of rest vetleved Rer Tom pain, - knee, and hugged me up close to his! » s : 
and to anticipate her every wish. And all | ciety,” humanely spoken of as the misera- | Aud we heard her sweet waice in the song once again. Mosnt eet aaa o ther! of God. Seek the Lord, now, in the 
this did those two rough men accomplish |ble wife of a miserable drunkard—with | «, Ym tired, dear mother oh, how tired Tam ,” . | bow P° r one , 1 rs poor ao “ye ess time of his merciful visitation, lest you be I 
even more tenderly than the kind-hearted |no hand to help, no heart to pity—she! ay | cass wink walaeen aan — ~ sa h ane) 4 he ae oree cut down befure you are aware, and have As 
Sally ; as, in silent rivalry, they strove | very soon became a tippler and a drunk- | And no night of rest could relieve her agai’. ng torts one a */no favorable opportunity, after the hand cold, nd 
night after night to hasten her recovery. | ard herself. PS ay ig cage f eyetg el am more ; wr ae Vy "t ee | of death is laid upon you, to become hiy boy, 8+ 
There was no smoking then, no noisy talk.| By the side of this woe-smitten mother | Picase fan me, évas anther, 1 want to get breath ; : ae * SD SOS © ESS OSS ORS Fey i Wiend.—- Amevecan Presbyterian, tag Wale 
Kate lay upon a little couch which George | kneeled a little girl of five or six years, ron sae ne _ eee és ~ y*- thing, — — a ine . a 
had carefully arranged with chairs and |down whose sallow cheeks tears Wore | How carly one webs in blest tegites etfight ! nae th thin a pes eran m ~ THE CATHOLIC CHILD’S BIBLE, , 
boxes, and listened dreamily while Sykes, | coursing ; and who ever and anon exclaim- | Her head lay reposing on one lite hand, ti “eopne. 8 nA | ‘ : ° 
il how to please her, read in|ed, * Poor little Willie, must you die? While her weary, worn spirit join’d the heavenly band. | and my kite, and that pretty red ball oon | Little Mary Connor had a copy of the M must have 
Whe tales he pha go boy had lov- Oh, mother, must Willie die ? ‘and then! Her ils, mourning mother, are all ended first, papa got me; but somehow they didn’t| Bible given her by her Sunday-school M% gmail to 
Byes : , it 7 . ne | And we, inberrarcment, bend over her dust. look as they used to, and I just put ’em|teacher. Now Mary, having been bro keu 
ed ; and Robinson, ae ~~. ae ol we rom te | And wonder apna A Senden te a all away mom , . |up a Catholic, had ove tal betty Ny ° 
_ oo _ at last he learne pe Pet onan oe t. sili: tiles Tih iis meonneee i. Gee ‘Everything seems so changed ever! book until she was sent to a Sunday. *Twent 
Dttnen bet ane see ts 20 to | In the opposite pons of the chimney since they led me to look at mamma lying!school. It was therefore a sort of won I tola 
° F - here in the parlor, in that long box, with|der-book to her mind. Such beautifal MH take the lu 
talk to them, she knew that the good and among the ashes which covered the SCRAPS FOR YOUTH oa Raids f " a sain temnitilh 8 2 theo lett _ ‘Se . 
ie at . . P . p 2 3 s $ . a and would giv 
work was begun in those three hearts ; hearth, sat a boy of about seven years, eee f eA pe patna wen os Tt “at Bone ‘al Deeia ‘! a ery ne es a b fore. ih . 
and when at last, leaning on George’s|dragging from the half dead embers a KNOWN BY HIS DOINGS sew nail ait ? P hi il i Pow y or. re ae f a a cape bute 
= ae ? j i % . 4 ’ all | > he HH fearing tn: 
arm, and with Bob Sykes and Mrs. Rob |potato, which he broke open with the re : A a eee’ eee wee a iad aseeaahdlaganer eite epwagy aM 
ved : Stade | mark, About ten years since I was in the|over. 1 asked Martha if she’d always lie | lovely story of the life of Jesus. q My kind 1 
leche won to tbe, gated ‘Mother, give this to little Willie.|country a number of weeks during the|there, and ifshe wouldn't wake up, and| Mary took great care of her Bible~ i ito liv 
eaee be house of prayer, it was her joy| May be he’s hungry; l’m hungry, too, winter. There was at the time a large — said = nt oid her away fown in| When “ P so: wae io ores hid it near the . 
to know that they were all, through faith |and so is sister; but Willie's sick. Give | quantity of snow on the ground. I the | Be Brot. an eee ne eee Oe eng able vith & 4 
in Christ, at peace with the Most High. lhim this potato, mother.’ eastern part of the yard of the house, again until | went up to her in Heaven ! | At night she kept it under her pillow.— began to « 
Y lit te Kate, thy prayers were heard ‘No, poor boy,’ said the mother, ‘ Wil- where I was staying, was a snow drift Im sure I don't know how I shall get | W hen she had time to read it she went stand anc 
eu .* t “om Ag 4 not by thy|lie will never be hungry again. He will about three feet high. On the other side along without her. To think she won’t|into the garden and sat alone in an arbor was almo: 
~ aa aenthe ' ower, but by the Spirit of| soon be dead.’ of the drift from the house, was a large | ever curl my hair again, and look in my) which was covered with shrubbery. membered 
tes living poo grate i > Sang sat This remark drew all the children|load of wood on a farmer's sled, that had face with her sweet, sweet smile, and say, Here her mother found her one summer catches th 
hearts were bowed before the cross. And|around the mother and the dying child. been left there before the snow came.— |‘ my Gatling little Harry. a seas busily reading the story of De must be 
yet it shall be remembered evermore in| The father was sitting upon what was in- The man of the house said to a boy thir * And won’t she come at night to my “ s battle with the giant Goliah. . would ex) 
heaven that thou wast chosen as the hu-/ tended for a bedstead, without hat, shoes, | teen years old, who was staying there|Troom to hear me say Now } lay me! What book are you reading, Mary? with the : 
man instrument in this great work of God ; | or coat, with his hands thrust into his awhile to do chores, and = tuck me up nice and warm in my | asked her mother. wing his 
Page the teaching of thy life he| pockets, apparently indifferent to all that ‘You go to that sled and bring me a crib? I’m a little toy, hardly four years ‘ Mary blushed, for she knew her mother ee to 1 
at a hie eatin . in’ aoe life’s sweet| was passing around him. His head was certain stick of wood (the man specified old, they say, and how can I go to sleep|did not like the Bible; butshe would not i litt 
olen —thet thou mightst shine, as dothe|resting upon his breast, and his blurred it) from the top of the load.” at night without I have felt her kiss right | tell a lie. So, like a good and brave gitl, ee ves 
stars, in his all-glorious kingdom. eyes were fastened upon the floor, as if he The boy went (I was looking out of the awe ve Ape Geek. I : she = ii : , it wonder 
were afraid to look up at the sorrowing window,) and took hold of the stick; it And what shall Ido when I get into I am reading the Bible, mother.” iilee-t 
_——— group who were watching the counte- | Was not as heavy as he anticipated, and | any trouble, when | fall and burt myself, *The Bible! O you naughty gil-@ ~ 
THE LOST FOUND. nance of the dying infant. the jerk he gave it sent him backwards | or the girls are cross, and | havn’t mam-| That book is only for the priests to read, ee My 
We had frequently observed a heart-| ‘There was a moment of silence. Not|into the snow-drift. There he laid, flat}ma’s lap to run and bury my face in, and and not for such as you. Give it to me. Biving 
broken looking lad pass by with a gallon]. sound was heard. even the eche of the |on his back, without stirring, giving ut-|¢ry away all the sorrow there ! ; | Poor Mary had to give up her Bible. Te old. 
oil-can in his hand. His tattered garment | jittle girl had ceased. Death was cross-|terance, in loud tones, to the following : ‘And then how can papa and I sit all | Her mother took it right to the priest, eatin a 
and his melancholy face were well calcu- ing the hovel’s threshhold. The very | * Why don’t you come out here and get alone at the table without mamma to pour| who lived near by. Mary went with ber, Fo oh 
lated to excite observation and pity. It respiration of the household seemed sus-|me up? If you don’t, I'll never get up; the tea, and butter my biscuit, and say|and when her mother showed the holy abo 
was but too evident that the vessel he car- pended ; when a slight shivering of the | no business to send me here. I'll be {just how big a piece of cake I may have| book to the priest, as he stood atthe ~~ 
ried had been diverted from its legitimate | |imbs of the infant, and a shriek from the| blasted if I don’t lay here until you come.’ without its making me sick ! window, puor Mary knelt down and beg: trast her 
use, and that it was now used, not as an|half-conscions mother, told all that the| No one went to his assistance—he laid| ‘Ob, dear! dear! shan’t I ever see her|/ged him to let her keep the precious he: 
oil-can, but as a whisky jug. Having) vita] spark had fled. | there until the snow cooled his temper. dear face again. Then Heaven is such a| bovk. ) sland 
seen him pass twice in one day with his For the first time the father moved.| Ihave always kept my eye upon him, | long way off, and if I should walk all day | The priest would not consent, and was thottin 
ever present can, we had the curiosity to| Slowly advancing to where his wife was| because ] thought he would make just |] shouldn’ be any nearer to it, Jane says, very stern in bis language to Mary for > card 
accost him, and did do by inquiring his| seated, with quivering lips, he whispered, |Such a man as he was boy. I was right. because it’s a great deal higher than the | reading it. He also forbade her mother ihes 
residence. ‘Is Willie dead?’ | He has spent every dollar he has earned|stars. But I'd walk ever so far to get to| sending Mary to Sunday-school. When When th 
«1 live,’ said he, ‘five miles from the| + Yes, James, the poor babe is dead! from that day to the present time, and, her, and when I did, I'd ask God if He | Mary saw that there was no hope of get fete the 
city on the stalk? was the choking reply of the mother, who! has been living for more that a year on | would nt please to let, me stay there al- ting her Bible again, she sprang to her ashrub 
* You have been to the city once before| stil] sat, as at first, gazing upon fhe face| his relatives, doing very little, if anything, | ways with my mamma ! , |feet, and suid : . io him, Ih 
to-day, have you not?” al en Viti ean. | telling them if they wanted to get rid of} ‘There! the tears are running down| *1 have learned several chapters of it a 
* Yes sir, 1 came down in the morning,| Without uttering another word, the|him they must look round and get him jreal fast on my sleeve. I'll run off to| by heart ; you can’t take them away from emome 
but I could not get what I was sent for, |long brutalized father left the house, mut- employment, for he shall not stir himself. | Some dark bce where they won't find me, sir! was sure 
and I had to come = wan tering as he left, ‘My God, how long” |--Cambridge Chronicle. a et ne hard as I can! Oh, x. a — = —_ ovey foe way, wa 
* What were you sent for, my lad: It} At this moment a kind hearted lady a ; ‘ “school a good while, but sh . 


must be something very important to 
make it necessary for you to walk twenty 
miles in this storm.’ 

‘Why, sir, it was whisky that I was 
sent for. Father had no money, and he 
sent me to Mr. "s to get trusted; but 
he would not trust any more, so I had to 
go home without the whisky ; but father 





came in, who had heard but a few min- 
utes before, of the dangerous illness of 
the child. 
some medicine; but her angel visit was 
too late. 
had fled, and there remained for her but 
to comfort the living. This she did, 








She had brought with her|}, 


The gentle spirit of the babe| 


DRINK THE CAUSE OF INSANITY. 
Some eighty years ago» there might 
ve been seen in a most dismal looking 
asylum, in Edinburgh, in one of the aisles 
of the old city wall, a young man of 
| twenty four years of age, stretched on a 
| pallet of straw, and at times when he 


Little children reading these words, 
who have tender, loving mothers to watch 
over you, kneel down to-night, and pray 
God, the Father, that He will not take 
them from you !—JLadies’ Home Journal. 





A SAD STORY. 








longer a Catholic. The Bible had mate 
| her a Protestant, as it does all who read 
land obey it. That’s why Catholic priest 
| don’t like it. If they would let their per 
| ple read the Bible, they would alltm 
| Protestants, and the priests would som 
| be left without a people. Let us &% 
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prided 
robin— 


soft and 
tled so 
pride of 
whole n 
: pi to see h 
P | jnto 

the while we followed the father. We Te| crew violent, bandaged or chained down| On election day, two or three eet eee iets ant oot while M 

sent me back again. ’ lated to him the circumstances which had/+, it, There was no angel of mercy to| since, a youth of seventeen years of age, | tte z the Bive a 

*How do you expect to get it now,/led us to his house. and briefl ke of|}__:_: ng ercy a |them the Scriptures and lead them to 
it in th we ws ae y spoke 0!) minister to the poor lunatic, but violence | went out into the woods to gather chest- | cross of the Lord Jesus.—3&.- 5, 4am eyes, 

whea you could not get it in the morn-|the misery which inevitably follows in ruled him with every possible kind of re-|nuts. He had climbed a tree about thirty | : ee Thess 
ing? : the wake of temperance. straint. A most touching scene was wit- | feet, when, taking hold of a dead limb, it| when o 
‘Why, sir, I have brought a pairof} ‘I know it, Sir,’ said he, ‘I have long/jessed in this dismal mansion—the| broke, and he was precipitated to the) TBSACH YOUR CHILDREN TO Swit astring 
shoes which sister sent mother. Mr.|known it. I have not always been what) other and sister bent over him, and by|ground. By the fall one arm was frac-| Levi Buck, a boy not twelve years of and acc 
—— will give whisky for them. ,He has/ you now see me. Alcohol and my appe- every gentle office of love sought to‘ raze|tured, and he was otherwise injur-|age, wss one of the passengers of taw Bo 
got two or three pairs of mother’s shoes | tite have brought me to this depth of deg-| 44+ ‘the written troubles of his brain.’}ed internally. He was taken into a/|steamer Austria, and saved his life ing of i 
now.” ; ’ radation. bg That mother prays in agony for her son;|house near by, where the kindest atten-|swimming nearly an hour. ‘The bm*H momen 
*Do you like to carry whisky home,| ‘Why not master that appetite? You) .14  Jucid interval is granted him ere he| tions were given him, and a physician|little fellow is the son of S. Bucy “Mi lowed ; 
my boy?’ , " have the power. Thousands have proved leaves the world. It is said that he ad-| summoned to his bedside; but in a short| Washington, D. C. The narrative: ing to 
* Oh, no, sir, for it makes us all so un-|it.’ “wh dressed his sister in these words— time it was seen that he could not re-|this child is as intelligible and interes¥% @ scream 
happy; but I can’t help it. wi * Sir, I believe it. Ihave seen others} , Margaret, you will find my Bible in| cover. as thoee of the adult survivors :— attemp 
We took the responsibility of advising|as far reduced as myself, restored and yonder little recess; it is all I have to| I was invited to go and see him, and| “1 was under the charge of my 5M found 1 
the boy not to fulfil his errand, and re- made happy; but you are the first wholjeave. Get it, dearest sister, and use it,|found him very ignorant upon his duty|who is about twenty-four years of %° H ingt s) 
tarned home with him. The family, we|has ever spoken to me upon the subject! 114 in times of sorrow and suffering that) to God, and the concerns of the soul.|At the time the fire broke out, we W&M not the 
found, consisted of husband, wife and four | and T have too strong a passion for liquor | some to all, you will know how to prize|He had seldom attended church, and|on deck, and the captain was asleep, ol 
ehildren; the oldest (the boy) was not/ to think of a reformation myself. y, |the legacy of your poor brother. Many |scarcely knew anything about the way of|they waked him up, when he rushedap" louder 
more than ten years of age, while the és Well, will you not make the effort ? books do well enough for life, but there is| salvation. He feared death, and was in|the deck, and exclaimed, ‘‘ Childre " cut the 
youngest was an infant ofa few months. Iwill. It has occupied my thoughts only one of any value when we come to| much distress of mind ; but the pain from |are all lost!” The captain then s' Bobby 
It was a cold, blustering day. The north|during the whole morning; and now in| 4:,° his injuries was so great that he could|off his coat, and jumped over It is 

wind blew harshly, and came roughly and the presence of Almighty God, I promise Addressing his mother, he said— not fix his thoughts longer than for a few|There was great excitement among thed, 
unbidden through the numberless crevices | never again to touch the accursed thing) \ pray for me, dearest mother; I have| moments upon the truths of the Gospel. | passengers, and they tried to get theft Hl trieg | 
of the poor man’s hovel. A few black|which has ruined me and made beggars|}... 9 grief and a burden to you all life’ 1 endeavored to point him to the Saviour, | buckets, but they could not, as they "not h, 
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THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
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————— 
a fastened, and they could not be got 
jose. Ae Lite buais were filled with the 
ers, Walle they were still hanging 
we ely side, aod the ropes which 
thew were Cul, waica plunged boats 

god all intu tbe sea. 

#S0 great was tae rush that my aunt 
gd l Were separated ; and a man by the 
pme of Puiluck Was hanging to the 
gpchor, und he called me tu come to him. 
j them tied tv reach bim, and | was hur- 
ed OVer Lhe Deaus aud shoulders of the 
trong WaY Were uucertaln which way to 
go 4 slipped dowu the chains, and 
qisched upou Mr. Pollock's neck; and 1 
peld fast tur wWvut au Duur, when my 
pirbcaugatiice. 1 was ail tne time hold- 
jpg on ty akc. PullucK’s pair, Waoen my 
grt Was vii fice, Mr. Puluuck said, ** My 
py We must yo, and oe pluuged into 
wesea Wild wc clinging tv om, As we 
quck the Water, 1 ivot mmy Build of him, 
god BWauw a0vul tur Dearly aa Nuur, when 
{was taken Oy the Bout of tue Maurice, 
god @buut wu huur alterwarus, Mr. Pol- 
jock W4 picked up by vne of the 
posts Of the Wiaurice. Waen | was cling- 
ing 0 dr. Puliock 8 heck, Lue magazine 
explodea wWilQ @ Lerridle nulse, anu 1 saw 
gady persvus tlyiug 1a toe air.” 


THE P&I ROBIN. 

As I was returning trom school, one 
qld, wet day, 1 met a reugn looking 
boy, gazing very carmestty at some- 
thing Wulcu oe beid in uls mand. 1 ex- 
daimed— 

*What have you there ?’ 

He suiu— ic 1s a young robin, and 
must have falien trum (the ust, as 1b is too 
pmall to tly.’ 


{ askeu what I should give him for 


13 

‘Twenty-five cents,’ he answered. 

I told om if be would ailuw me to 
take the little creature, and tuilow me, 1 
would give bim that sum. Piacing the 
pobin Det ween my hauds, | hastened home, 
fearing the pour lutte taing would perish. 
My kind mother assisted me 1 placing it 
into a little basket, lined with cotton, 
pearthe mre. 1 thea gave it sume tood 
with a quill. it soun became ary, and 
began to chirp, and, in ashurt ume, could 
stand and walk. When night Came, 
was almost gtraig to go to sivep, for { re- 
membered tye Od adage— The early bird 
catches the first worm,’ and I thought I 
must be up and doing, as my little charge | 
would €Xpect an early breakfast. I arose | 
with the sun, and found iny new pet flap- 
ping his wings, with mouth wide open, 
reany to receive me. 

My little one improved daily—when he | 
could rest on the rail of a chair, I thought} 
itwonderful. I h«d also a pet tabby, or 
toatoise-shell kitty, which would sit pur- 
ring on one side of my lap, and little Bob- 
by, as I called him, on the other, looking 
a lovingly at one another, as if they had 
been old friends. They grew up together, 
eating and drinking from the same dish. 
Iwas often reminded of the treachery of 
ate—but I knew my kitty was far above 
the common order, and was not afraid to 
trust her. As I neverconfined Bobby to a 
cage, he would run through the house at his 
pleasure, and at meal times might be seen 
trotting round the table, gathering up the 
crambs--a ripe strawberry, cherry, currant, 
or whatever we choose to give him. 
When the sun was warm, he would walk 
into the garden, and shelter himself under 








proached myself most bitterly, thinking if;dom of God and all things else shall be 
he had only died a natural death, I should | added thereunto.’ 

have been reconciled. I have since had 
many pets, but none that I ever loved half, 
so well as poor Bobby.—Little Pilgrim. |OHLLDREN’S COLUMN.: 
SABBATH EVENING RECREATIONS. 
About six months ago we gave descrip-| + . 4 : < 
tions of scenes recorded in the Bible, ask- | 8°'"8- Listen! can you hear it speak ? 


K : Yes; tick, tick. I wonder what it is that 
ing our young friends to find out from the | makes the watch speak so, and makes the 


Scriptures what events and persons were Jittle hands move so fast. You could get 
described. Some of our readers have (a little watch that would look very much 
requested us to give more of these jlike mine for sixpence, but the hands of 
| that watch would always keep still, and 
you could not make it say even one little 
tick. I wonder what it is that makes my 
watch speak, and its hands move. Shall 
I tell you? Inside my watch, quite in 
the middle, where you cannot see, there is 
a very curious little thing, called a spring, 
le very tender little twisted thing it is, 
I. | which you could break in a minute if you 
It is early morning, and the first rays of tried, but it is so nicely made that it al- 
an eastern sun fall on the glancing spears | ways keeps the little hands of my watch 
of a small but noble army, led forth to bat- | going, and makes it tell what time it is. 
tle by their warrior king. ‘They are pre-| You will wonder why I am telling you 
ceded by a band of musicians, whose skil- | all about my watch on Sanday ; it is be- 
ful playing on martial and sacred instru-|cause I think the watch can teach you a 
ments, accompanied by a full choir of little lesson about yourself. 
voices, makes the wilderness resound with; Now I am looking at you, and I see you 
anthems of praise. They press on brave-| have a face and two hands, as my watch 








THE WATCH LESSON. 
Hark! I want to hear if my watch is 


scenes, 80 we commence this week upon 
another series. We shal! give the an- 
swers in each subsequent paper after the| 
one in which the description is given, 80) 
that the reader may know whether he has | 
found out the answer. 


ly, unvonscious that the terrific armies 
they have come out to repulse, are already 
smitten, and lie dead upon the field. 


has, and you can speak too, and a great 
deal better than my watch, for the little 
watch can only say the same thing over 


and over again. Now, do you know who 
made you so? Yes, it was God, and when 
God made you he put something inside 
you which you cannot see, like the spring 
in my watch. It is your heart; and if 
God had not put that there, you could 
never have felt anything, or have done 
anything, just as my little watch could 
not do anything without the spring. 

But look at my watch again. Listen, 
it is going now, is itnot? ‘The hands are 
moving round, and it is tick, ticking.— 
One day I looked at my watch and saw 
the little hands were standing quite still. 
1 listened, but it made no sound atall. I 
took my little key and wound it up, but 
still it would not go. Then I knew there 
was something wrong inside of it. 1 knew 
the spring was broken, or else some dust 
had got into it, and it could not move. I 
knew there was something wrong inside. 

Now it is just like this sometimes with 
you. When | have seen you playing with 
something on the table which I have told 
you not to touch; whenI say,* Put away 
your playthings, my little girl, it is school- 
time now,’ and you shake your head and 
stand still, or run to the other corner of 
the room; when I see you taking away 
your little brother's toys and teasing him, 
then I say, ‘ There is something wrong in 
my little girl’s heart, that makes her do 
so.’ I cannot see your heart any more 
than I could see all the parts of my watch ; 
but when you do naughty things, I know 
that itis because there is something wrong 
there. 

Now, what do you think I do with my 
watch when there is something wrong in- 
side it? Dol try to mend it myself?— 
Oh no! 1 am not clever enough for that. 
1 take it to the person who made it, and 
say, * There is something wrong inside 
my watch, it will not speak, and the little 
hands will not move at all; and he knows 
what to do with it, and makes it all right 
again. 

Who was it made your heart? It was 


2. 

In a vineyard, in the midst of a waste 
and desolate country, a young Hebrew is 
engaged in harvest work. He is of hum- 
ble station, yet his noble form.and prince- 
ly bearing seem to mark him as one des- 
tined for command. He pauses in his 
work, and is engaged in earnest conver- 
sation with one who sits near him, under 
the shade of a spreading oak tree, and 
whose benign dignity seems to inspire 
reverence and trust. The interview ap- 
pears to be one of importance and deep 
interest. 





THE ORPHAN BOY. 
The room is cold—the night is cold— 
But night is dearer far than day ; 
For then 1n dreams to him it seems 
‘That she’s returned who's gone away ! 
His tears are past—he clasps her fast— 
Again she holds him on her knee ; 
And—in his sleep—he murmurs deep: 
“Oh! mother, go no more from me !” 


But morning brea!s, the child awakes— 
The dreamer's happy dream hath fled ; 
Tho fields look sear, and cold and drear— 

Like orphan’s, mourning Summer dead ! 
The wild birds spring, on shivering win, 
Or, cheerless, chirp from tree to tree ; 

And still he cries, with weeping eyes : 
“Oh! mother dear, come back to me!” 


Can no one tell where angels dwell ? 
He’s called ther oft till day grew dim ; 
If they were near, and they could hear, 
He thinks they'd bring her back to him! 
“ Oh! angels sweet, conduct my feet,” 
He cries, “ where’er her home may be ; 
Oh! lead me on to where she’s gone, 
Or bring my mother back to me !” 





PUL TRY TO BE GOOD. 
Little Charley is generally a very plea- 
sant boy, but sometimes inclined to pout. 
One morning his breakfast did not exactly 
suit this little boy, and he pushed his 
plate away from him. His parents inquir- 
ed the cause. He gave no pleasant an- 
swer, but continued to be sullen and dis- 





ashrub, or grape-leaf. When I wanted 
him, I had only to call ‘ Bobby!’ and he 
would come, half running, half flying, at 
&moment’s warning. At nightfall, he 
Was sure to be at his post, which, by the 
way, was upon the rail of a chair which 
stood in the corner of the kitchen. I 
Ptided myself much upon my beautiful 

in—his breast so red, his feathers so 
soft and smooth; and then egain he whis- 
tled so charmingly. He was indeed the 
Pride of the household, the delight of the 
whole neighborhood. Many persons came 
to see him take a ride upon the cat’s back, 
while Miss Tabby would only wag her tail, 
give a gentle purr, and half close her 

These things continued for three years, 
when one day my brother had been using 
‘string, upon which were several knots, 
and accidentally left it upon the table. I 
taw Bobby pecking it, but thought noth- 
ing of it, till, upon looking again, ina few 
Moments, I discovered that he had swal- 
lowed one end of the string, and was chok- 
ing-to death! I was so alarmed that I 
“reamed for help; but as no one came, I 
attempted to draw out the string, and 
found the knot had caught, and by pull- 
ing should draw tongue and all. I had 
Rot the presence of mind to cut the string, 
orl might have saved his life. 


and louder. My mother came and 


tut the string—but it was too late—poor 


y was dead. 


Ttis useless to say how many tears I 
My father 
to comfort me, by saying ‘he could 
But I re- 


thed, or how sadly I felt. 
Rot have lived much longer.’ 


I cried 





pleased. God; and when some wrong thing gets 


This made his father and mother very inte your heert and takes you ee: 
|unhappy, to see their son exhibit such a | you cannot make it right agein yourself ; 
| naughty spirit. They were about to send the naughty thing will atay there and get 
him away from the table into his own ah a iy if you oe and 
room, when Charley took his spoon in his sme orig bn rs > a g “all oats 
hand, and looked up with a smile, and sears od, take away all that is 
said, ‘ I'll try to be good.’ naughty in my heart, and give me a new 
He began to eat his breakfast, and was heert, and pat a right spirit in me.’ God, 
not only happy himself, but restored hap- who loves little children to pray to him, 
piness to all at the table. Fs cages the Bible, ‘A _— heart 1 will 
Nothing causes parents so much sorrow | 8'¥¢ You ond oe eget oS get 
as to see their children disobedient and | Within you. ‘ . N 
lnatured. Do any other boys and girls I could tell many stories of little chil- 
ever feel cross and out of humor? If so, dren, whom God has heard when they 
remember to put on a smiling face, and have asked him, but Iam afraid you will 


like little Charley, * try to be good.’ be tired, and forget, if [ tell you too many 
* things at once. 


Again look at my watch one minute 
more, and tell me what you think. Sup- 
pose, though I took great care of it, and 
wound it up with my key every night, 
and always kept it by my side, and never 
let anything come near it to hurt it; sup- 
pose for all this it still kept going wrong, 
and never told me what the real time was, 
should J not soon say, ‘ Itis no use takin 
care of it any more, it is # bad little 
watch, it never goes right; I will just put 
it away and not take any more trouble 
with it?” 

But what will God say of you, if you 
never try to be good and to please him, 
though he isso kind and takes such care 
the possession of much property. If he|of you, and promises to help you if you 
had spent the first twenty-five cents he|ask him? You would not like bim to 
possessed for a visit to the theatre, or in| say, ‘ That little child is very wicked; I 
some other pleasure, he might have been/| will not take care of him any more.’ You 
a miserable spendthrift now, without|would rather he should love you very 





A BOY’S FIRST PURCHASE. 
There is now a young man doing a 
flourishing business in Massachusetts, 
whose boyhood was adorned by the fol- 
lowing act: He was reared in poverty, 
and was early instructed to save his 
money. This he did with extreme care, 
until he had enough to pay for a Bible, 
which he laid out for this Book of books. 
As fast as he acquired the means, he pur- 
chased other volumes, and read them over 
with the deepest interest. He grew up a 
model young man, and has been pursuing 

a successful business for some years. 
Although a young man now, he is in 





good, and kind. Well, then, think of 
him every day, and, when you feel 
naughty, say, * Take away the naughty 
thoughts, O God, and puta new heart 
within me.’ 








AYER’S SARSAPARILLA, 


ie toa, remedy, in which we have labored to | 
produce the most cifectual alternative that can be | 
made. It isa conveatrated extract of Para Sarsaparilia, | 
8° compined wich other substances of still greater alter- | 
native power as tu afford an effective antidote fo: the 
diseases Sarsaparilla is reputed tocure. It is believed 
that such a rewedy is wanted by those who suffer from 
Strumous complaints,and that one which will accom- 
plish their cure must prove of immense service to this 
large class of our afflicted felluw-citizens. How com- | 
pletely this comp uud will do it has been proven by ex- 
periment on many of the worst cases to be found of the 
following complaints :— 

Scrofula aud Scrofulous Complaints, Rruptions and 
Eruptive Di-eases, Ulcers, pimpfes, Blotenes, Tumors, 
Salt Rheum, valid Head, Syphilis and Syphilitic 4 ffec- 
tions, Mercurial Diseases, Drupsy, Neurelgia or Tie Dou- 
loureux Debility, Uyspepsia and Indigestion, Erysipelas, 
Rose or 8t. Anthuny’s Fire, and in leed the whole class of 
complaints arising from impurity of the blocd. | 
This compound will be found a great promoter of | 
heaith, when taken in the spring, to expel the foul hu 
mors whica festeria the blood at that sexson of the year. 
the timely expalson of them many rankling disorders 
are nipped in the bad. Multitudes can, by the aid of | 
this remedy, spare themselves from the endurance of 
foul eruptions and ulcerous sores, through which the 
System will strive to rid itsel of corruption, if not as- | 
sisted to do this throagh the natural chaoels of the body | 
by en alternative medicine. Cleanse out the vitiated | 
blood waenever you find 11s impurities bursting through | 


you find it is obstructed and sluggish in the veins; 
cleause it whenever it is foul, and your feelings wili teil 
you when, Even when no particular disorder is felt, 
People enjoy better health, and live longet; for cleansing 
the blood. Keep the blood healthy, and all ig well ; but 
with this pabulum of ufe disordered, th€Te can be no 
lasting health. Sooner or later someth ™g must go 
wrong, and the great machinery of life is disordered or 
overthrown, 
Sarsaparilla has, and deserves much, the reputation, 
of ac-omplishing these ends. But the world bas been | 
Cgregioysly deceived by preparativns of it, partly be- | 
cause the drug aione has not all the virtue that is claim- 
ed for it, but more because many preparations, pretend- | 
ing to be concentrated extrac 8 of it, contain but little | 
of the virtue of sursaparilla, or any thing else. | 
During late years the public have been misled by large | 
bottles, pretending to give a quart of Extract of Sarsapa- | 
rilla for onedollac Most of these have been frauds upon 
the sick for they not ouly contain little, if any, Sarsapa- 
ritla, but often n. curative properties whatever. Hence, 
bitt-r and painful disappointment has fol'owed the use of | 
the various extracts of Sar:apariila which flood the mar- 
ket, until the name itself is jistly despized, and has be- | 
come synonymous with imposition snd cheat. Still we | 
call this compound Sarsapari'la, and intend to supply | 
such a remedy as shall rescue the name from the load of | 
obloquy which rests upnn it. And we think we have | 
ground for believiog it has virtuee which are irresistible 
by the ordinary run of the diseases it is intended to | 


cure. In order to secure their comple’ ¢ eradication from 
the system, the remedy should be judiciously taken ac- 
cording to directiovs on the bottle. 
PREPARED BY 
Dr. J. C. AYER & Co., 
LOWEL, MASS. 
AND FOR SALE wY 


Weeks & Potter, Chas. T. Carney, Gio. C. Goodwin & 

Co,8 N.& W.A. Brewer, Thos. Metcalf, M.S. Burr 

& Co., and by all Druggists and Dealers Everywh: re. 

Price $1 per I ottl. ; Six Bottles for $5. 
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‘THE HIGHER CHRISTIAN LIFE, 
cht 
SECOND CONVERSION. 





dot: undersigned has in prees, to be issued in October, 
a volume with the above caption. Let ro one 
startled by its name. 


IT I8 A BOOK OF EXPERIENCE, 


and pre-emiuently a book for the times ; exhibiting the 
way of 


SANCTIFICATION BY FAITH; 
Hietorical in its basis, 'ogical inits connexion, practical 
in its aims, and life-like in its illustrations. The forth- 
coming work is from the penof 
REV. W. E. BOARDMAN. 

That it will provoke discussion, and elicit differences 
of opinion among the wise and good, we have no doubt — 
Let it do so. Truth is not afraid of the light. The work 
is clearls based on the ‘ sure foundation,’ and will stand 
the severest testof criticism. Christian rearts are yearn- 
ing for somethivg higher and more sanctifying than the 
experience or teachings of the past, ana which is onl 
found where Christ in his fuluess is revealed to the soul. 

‘his work will meet the inquiries of that increasingly 
large class in our midet, and disclose the steps by which 
8r. COND CONVEKSIUN 1s resched. 

It will contain 300 pages 12mo, and be printed and 

bound in the best style of the art. Price $1. A liberal 
discount to the trade, from whom orders are solicited. 


HENRY HOYT, 
NO. 9 COKNHILL, BOSTON. 
iw 


A BEAUTIFUL GEM. 
This Day Published, 
SAFE HOME; 
OR, THE LAST DAYS AND HAPPY DEATH OF 
FANNIE KENYON. 
With an Introduction by Prof Lincoln,of Brown University 
18mo., flexible cloth covers, 25 cts,, gilt 31 cts. 
: ae little work was originally written only for private 
circulation, and while in manuscript was in several 
instances, the writer says, ** Sanctitied to the awakening 
and conversion of souls.’’ It isa delightful narrative of 
a remarkable little girl, and is recommended to the at- 
tention particularly of Sabbath Schools. 
G 


OULD & LINCOLN, 
59 Washington street, Boston. 


THE USUAL 
LABGE ASSORTMENT 
—or— 
BOY’S CLOTHING, 
Well and Fashionably Made, 
CAN BE FOUND AT THE 
OLD STAND,NO. 4 BRATTLE STREET. 


A great variety of PIECE GOODS always on hand, 
which will be sold by the yard, or made up into garments 
for any one desiring it. 

J. WALTER READ, 
PROPRIETOR. 
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.B. G. MORRIS, 
GENERAL BOOK-BINDER AND 
Account Book Manufacturer. 
Booms Nos. 15 and 16 M. M. Ballou’s Publishing House 
Winter Street, Boston. 

Pak and Ornamental Bindings of every description, 

in Ancient and Modern Designs, executed with neat- 
ness and despatch. Music, Periodicals, and old books 
neatly repaired and boun: order. Book Edge Gilding 
and Marbling for the Trade. Particular attention given 
to gilding Letter and Note Paper, &c. Estimates ten- 
dered to Authors and Publishers. Foreign Books Let- 
tered end Accented in the Neatest style. 








waalth or character. ‘ Seek first the king-| much indeed, because he is so great, and 


N.B. Gentlemen’s Libraries Repaired and Cleaned 
on the most ‘erms. ly 


the skin in pimples, eruptions, or sores ; Cleanse it w! en | 


| Pedal Bass Melodeon 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


s. D. & H. W. SMITH, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 
MELODEONS, ORGAN MELODEONS 
— aND— 

PEDAL BASS MELODEONS. 


he first premium over sll competitors, at the Fair 
of the Mass. Charitable Mechanic Assuciation, at the Na- 
tional Fair, Washington, D. C., uleo at the Ohio State 
Fair, held at Columbus, Uhio, was awarded to the Manv- 
facturers. 

By means of a new method of Voicing known only to 
themselves, they have succeeded in removirg the hareb 
and buzzing sound which formerly characterized the in- 
strument, and rendering the toner full, clear, and orgap- 
like. The action is prompt and reliable, enabling the 

rformer to execute the most rapid music without blurr- 
ing the tones. The swell is arranged to give great ex- 
pression. 


THE PEDAL BASS MELODEONS 


Are designed particularly for Churches, Lodges, Halls, 
&c. It is arranged with two manu-ls or banks of Keys, 
the lower set running an octave higher than the other, 
and may be used separately, and thus get in one case two 
distinct instruments: or, by use of the coupler, the two 
banks of keys may be played at the same time by use of 
the ‘ront set ouly. This connecte~ withthe Pedal Bass, 
will produce the effect of alarge organ, and is snfficiently 
heavy to fill a house that seate from 1000 to 1500 persons. 


THE ORGAN MELODEON 


Is ?esigned for parlor and private use. The constructios 
is similar to the Church instrument, being arranged with 
two banks of Keys, and when used together, by means of 
the coupler, 1s capable of as great volume of power as 
Church Instrument, when used without the Pedals 

Also, every variety of MELODLONS for Parlor use. 

Purchasers may rely upon Instruments from our Manv- 
factory beine made in the most complete and thorough 
anner. Having removed to the tpacious building, 513 
WASHINGTON STKEET, we have every facility for 
manufacturing purposes, and employ none bnt the most 
experienced and skillful workmen. 

n short, we promise our customers an Instrument 
equal if not superior to any Manufacturer, and guaran 
tee ENTIRE AND PER FECT SATI>FACTION, 

Musie Teachers, Leaders of Choirs, and others interest 
ed in musical matters, are re-pectfully invited to visit ow 
Rooms at any time, aud examine or test the Instruments 
on exhibition for sale, at their pleasure. 

As a still further guaranter to the public as to the ex- 
cellence of the MELODEONS from our manufactory, we 
beg leave to refer, by permission, to the follov ing Piano- 
forte Manufacturers in Bostun, who have exami our 
Instrumente, and will give their opinion when called upon: 
CHICKERING & SONS A. W. LADD & CO. 
HALLETT &CUMSTON. GEORGE HEWS. 

T. GILBERT & CO. WOUDWARD & BROWR. 
WILLIAM P. EMERSON, NEWELL & CO. 


MELODEONS RENTED. 


Persons who wish to hire Melodeons with a view of 
purchasing at the end of the year, can have the rent 
credited as part paym nt of the purchase muney. This 
matter is worthy of special note, as it enables those who 
desire a fair test of the instrument hefore purchasing to 
obtain it at the expense of the manufacturers, to the ex- 
tent of at ‘east a year’s rent. 

Oraers from any part of the country or world, sent di- 
rect to the manufactory in Boston, with cash or satisfae- 
tory reterence, will be promptly attended to, and as 
faithfully executed as if the parties were present, or em- 
ployed an agent to select, and on as reasonable terms. 


PRICE LIST. 


Scroll legs, 4 1-2 octave 
Bcroll legs, 5 octave 
Piano style, 5 octave. 
Piano style, extra fini 
Piano style, carved le; 
Piano sty le, two sets of Ree: 
Piano style, 6 octave 
Organ Melodeon..... 

Organ Melodeon, extra finis! 














Letters, certificates and notices from the Press, from 
all parts of the world, may also be seen at our salesroom. 
escriptive circulars sent free to any address. 
8S. D. & H. W. SMITH, 
511 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON. 
Near Boylston Market. 18—ly 





MRS. LESLIE’S JUVENILE SERIES. 
JUST PUBLISHED, 
The first two of a new and entirely original series of 
books for 


Chiidren and Youth of Both Sexes, 


V ] HICH are to be followed ir rapid succession by the 
| others, making in alla SERIES OF SIX, which in 
| point of interest sound morality and instruction are un- 
surpassed if equalled by any series for the young ever is- 
sued from the press. They are written by 

MRS. LESLIE, 
the talented authoress of Cora and the Doctor, &., &e., 
| whose name alone is a sufficient guarantee of everything 

we may say in their favor. 


1. 
THE MOTHERLESS CHILDREN. 


PLAY AND STUDY. 
| HOWARD AND HIS TEACHER. 
TRYING TO. BE USEFUL. 

JACK THE CHIMNEY SWEEP. 


VI. 
| NEVER GIVE UP. 
Also, new editiors of Recollections of a Ph 


sician’s 
Wife, The Household Angel, and Courtesies of 


edded 


“SHEPARD, CLARK & BROWN, 
pene 110 WASHINGTON STREET. 
MARY HOWITT’S NEW BOOK, 
JACK AND HARRY, 
JUST PUBLISAED, 


18 a beautiful large quarto, elegantly illustrated, and 
printed on titted paper. Price $1,00. 


It is said to be 
THE MOST SPLENDID 
AMERICAN JUVENILE 
EVER PUBLISHED. 
ALSO READY, DECEMBER Ist., 
AN INTERESTING BOOK FOR EVERY CHILD. 
A CHRISTMAS PRESENT. 
FOURTEEN PET GOSLINGS, 
AND OTHER PRETTY STORIES, 
Full of Pictures. 
J. TILTON, & COMPANY, 
PUBLISHERS, 
161 Washington Street, 
bie nS large magia Juvenile and Religious 





NEW JUVENILE BOOKSTORE. 


. P. TEWKSBURY, 362 Washington Street, Bosto: 
Wn icontel for the patronage ef’ tes’ lust hunmee 
YEARS, would invite attention to a much enlarged and im- 
proved store at his OLD STAND, where he offers every 
thing in the line of 
BOOKS AND 8TATIONERY, 
At Wholesale or Retail, on the most Reasonable Terms. 
Particular and constant taken in the supply 
School Books and School Stationery 
witH 
JUVENILE AND TOY BOOKS, GAMES, &e. 
e greater variety than an be found anywhere 
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THE 


YOUTH’S COMPANION. 





YOUTH’S COMPANION. 





BOSTON, DECEMBER 2, 1858. 








THE BABE OF HEAVEN. 

« Does you love God ?” 

The question came from a sweet pair of lips. 
Opposite sat a young gentleman of a strikin 
exterior. The man and the child were travel- 
ling in a stage coach. The latter sat on her 
mother's knee. Her little face, beautiful be- 


description, looked out from a frame of 


licate lace work. For four hours the coach 
had been toiling on over an unequal road, and 
the child had been very winning in her little 
ways, lisping songs, lifting her bright blue 
eyes often to her mother’s face, then falling 
back im a little, old-fashioned, contented way, 
iato her mother’s arms, saying by the mute ac- 
tion, “ I am happy here.” 

For more than an hour the dear babe, scarce 

et entering the rosy threshold ofher fifth year, 
hed been answering the smiles of the young 
man who had been pleased with her beauty.— 
He had nodded his head to her little tunes; he 
had offered her his pearl-handled penknife to 

lay with, and at last his heart went over to 
S at every glance. The mild blue eyes, full 
of the innocence of a holy love and a trusting 
faith, made his pulses leap with a purer joy, 
and as the coach rattled on, he began to wish 
the end of the journey were not so very near. 

The child had been sitting for the last fifteen 
minutes regarding the young man with a 
glance that seemed almost solemn, neither 
smiling at his caresses, nor smiling in the dear 
face that bent above her. 

A thoughtfulness seemed to spread over the 

oung brow that had never yet been shadowed 
z care, and as the coach stopped at the inn 
door, and the passengers moved uneasily pre- 
paratory to leaving, she bent towards the 
young man, and lisped in her childish voice 
these words : 

“ Does you love God ?” 

He did not understand at first, in the confu- 
sion, and bent over, nearer—and the voice ask- 
ed again, clearly, almost eagerly, 

bed you love God ?” 

The thoughtful, inquiring eyes meantime 
beaming into his own. 

The young man drew back hastily, blushing 
up to the very roots of his hair. He looked in 
a sort of confused, abrupt way at the child, 
who, frightened at his manner, Rad hidden her 
face in her mother’s bosom—turned to the 
coach door—gave another look back, as if he 
longed to see her face, and then he left the 
coach. 

He hurried to his hotel, but the little voice 
went with him. ‘There seemed an echo in his 
heart constantly repeating the question of the 
child—* Does you love God ?” 

Several gay young men met him at his hotel. 
They appeared to have been waiting for him, 
and welcomed him with mirth that was almost 
boisterous. ‘They had prepared an elegant 
supper, and after he had been to his room, es- 
corted him to the table. The full gleam of the 
gas fell upon the glittering furniture; red 
wines threw shadows of a lustrous crimson hue 
athwart the snowy linen—there were wirth, 
wit, faces lighted with pleasure, everything to 
charm the eye and please the palate, but the 
young man was conscious of a void never ex- 
perienced before. His heart ached to see the 
child again, and ever and anon he seemed to 
hear her words— 

“ Does you love God ?” 

His name was Gilbert. 


years of age, he was a good scholar, and | 


esteemed by his friends a genius. Already 
he had made his mark as a writer, but he had 


never thought as he thought to-night on the | 


solemn import of that simple question, 

“ Does you love God ?” 

It came to him when he held the red wine to 
his lips,—it was heard amid the clatter of the 
billiard balls, the shouts of merry laughter that 
filled the wide room, every where. Which- 
ever way he turned he saw the earnest glance 
of that blue-eyed child, heard the low voice 
singing, the low voice laughing, the low voice 
asking thrillingly, 

* Does you love God ?” 

It followed him to his bedside. He had 
tried to drown it in wine, in song, in careless 
levity ; he strove to sleep it away, but heard it 
in his dreams. 

The next night he met a fashionable friend. 
He was to take her to some place of pleasure. 
She was very beautiful in her dazzling robing. 
The gleam of pearls and the lustres of silk and 
lace vied with each other to enhance her love- 
liness, but even as she came sailing into the 
room, with smiles upon her young, red lips, and 
a welcome in her words, there came, too, float- 
ing noiseless at her side, the presence of that 
angel child. The better feelings her innocent 

had awakened were yet warm, and 
fore he knew it, the youug man said quickly 
and earnestly—“ Does you love God!” 

“ What do you mean ?” exclaimed the young 
girl, with a start of surprise. 

“] was thinking, as you came in, of a lovely 
child I saw yesterday,” hereplied. “ As I was 
in the act o oe the coach, she suddenly 
looked up and asked me that question.” 

“ what, pray, put it into the child’s 
head? What did you answer?” 

“IT am ashamed to say I was not prepared 
with an answer,” replied the young man, cast- 
ing down his — 

hat night pleasure had no gratification for 
him. His feet trod languidly the mazes of the 
dance, his smiles were forced, and more than 
once it wes said of him, “He does not seem 


No, he was not like the gay, thoughtless self 
of former years, There was a still pool lying 
in his bosom, the waters of which had never 
before been disturbed. 

Nowa little child had dropped a pebble in, 
and the vibration was to go on through eterni- 


Y- . 7 . * 7 
Dust-soiled and travel-weary, a thoughtful 

man walked through the principal street of a 

large Western city. As he went on, apparently 


Only twenty-three 


lo 


absorbed in his own meditations, his eye acci- 
dentally encountered a face looking down 
from the window of a handsome house. 
whole countenance suddenly changed—he 
paused an instant—looked eagerly at the win- 
dow, and in another moment his hand was on 
the bell-handle. He was ushered into the very 
room where sat the lady of the house. 

“You will pardon my intrusion,” he said, 
“but I could not pass by, after seeing you ac- 
cidentally at the window. [ have never forgot- 
ten you nor your little girl who five years ago 
in a stage coach put to me the artless question 
—‘ Does you love God?” Do you remember?” 

“I think I do,” said the lady, omiling!y, 
“From the circumstance that you seemed so 
rouch startled and confused—but my dear child 
|asked almost every person with whom we met, 

that or similar questions.” 

“Her innocent face is engraven on my 
heart.” said the young man with much emotion. 
“ Never, since that day, have I been tempted 
to do that which my conscience would not 
sanction, but the earnest, serious gaze with 
which she regarded me before she asked that 
| question, has come to my mind. Would she 
| remember me, do you think? Absurd, though; 
| of course she would not. But I should remem- 
;ber her anywhere—under any circumstances. 

Can I not see her, madam? Is she at home 
| with you? I long to take her in my arms, and 
| hear once more the voice that God has used to 
| draw my heart to Him.” 

Strange that in his eagerness he did not no- 
tice that paling cheek—the quiver of the moth- 
er’s lips—the sudden placing of her hand 
against her heart! Strange also that he did 
not mark the absence of pattering feet, of little, 
gentle indications that a child’s fingers had 
been busy in the room about him. 

Suddenly, as he ceased speaking, there came 
over him a startling consciousness. Ile saw 
the tear-stained cheek turned toward the win- 





| Madam—is—the child——” 

“ She is in heaven,” came low and brokenly 

from the trembling lips. 

Tbe young man sank back on his seat, agi- 
tated, dumb ; sorrowful that he had so rudely 
|torn open the still bleeding wound in that 
| womanly heart. 

“ This is sad tidings,” he said, after a long 

| pause, and his voice was troubled—* dear little 

jangel! she is then speaking to me from the 
rave.” 

The mother arose and beckoned him to fol- 
low her. Into a little hallowed chamber she 
went, where in a case were the books the child 
loved, her Bible, her beautiful rewards, her 

| childish toys. 

“ There,” said the mother, now quite broken 
down, and sobbing as she spoke, “there is all 
that is left on earth of precious Nettie.” 

“No, madam, that is not all that is left; [ 

|am here a monument of God’s mercy, made so 
through her holy influence. Before she asked 
me that question on that eventful day, my 
mind was a chaos of doubt, of bewildering and 
) conflicting errors. I had dared to question the 
existence of an Almighty Creator. I had de- 
fyingly thrown my taunts at Him, who in great 
torbearance has forgiven me. My influence 
| for evil was unlimited, because men looked up 
to me and chose me for their leader. I was 


| 
} 
{ 


| going the downward path—groping blindly in 


a great labyrinth of error, and dragging others 
with me. Madam, by this time I might have 


been a debauchee, a libertine, a God-defying 


| wretch, but for her unlooked for question, 


** Does you love God ” 

“Oh! that voice! that look! that almost in- 
ite sorrow—that divine pity, that through her 
glanced into my soul. Madam, these tears 
|bear witness that your child left more than 
| precious dust and perishing toys.” 

Utterly broken down, the strong man wept 
like a child. All he said was true—for he held 
| the hearts of men in his hands. In genius he 
| was one of the strong ones of the earth, and all 
| that powerful mind was engaged in spreading 
|the tidings of man’s salvation through Jesus 
hrist. 

O! little children do a mighty work. 
Reader, in the sweet accents of that babe of 
| heaven, is there not a voice in your heart ask- 


| fn 


] 


ng, 
| “Does you love God?”—Watchman & Re- 
\flector. 


NEW PUBLICATIONS. 

Home Pastime.—Mesers. Mayhew & Baker, 
whose store is at No. 208 Washington street, 
this city, abound in pleasant expedients and 
contrivances to amuse and instruct the “little 
folks.” They have just issued, among other 
for children, a variety of packages 
by which wheelbarrows, carriages, bedsteads, 
sledges, locomotives, etc., can be made without 
the aid of carpenter or machinist, by the young 
people themselves. This is to be done by cut- 
ting out appropriate figures which are neatiy 
painted upon the card-board, and no one will 
question but very tidy and respectable bed- 
steads and wheelbarrows are constructed by 
the operation. A quiet winter evening hour of 
recreation can thus be spent to the satisfaction 
of the little mechanic. These parcels make 
cheap and pretty Christmas and New Year’s 
gifts. 


CuanviEr’s Parer Doiis.—These are old 
favorites, and must not be forgotten this year 
in making up the usual Christmas and New 
Year’s gifts. The packages are—No. 1, Carrie 
with her dresses. No. 2, Alice with her dress- 
ess. No. 3, Charley. No. 4, Little Fairy 
Lightfoot. Published and sold by Brown, Tag- 
gard & Chase, 25 & 29 Cornhill, Boston. 





Frencn’s Excision Booxmanxs, which 
are for sale at the Bookstores, are very pretty, 
and certainly the best thing of the kind. They 
are prettily designed, not easily lost out of the 
book, do not injure the leaves, and are nicely 








plated with silver. 
State street, is the inventor and manufacturer. 
Persons who present a book as a gift, would do 
well to accompany it with French’s Bookmark. 





LETTERS FROM SUBSCRIBERS. 


Scituate, Aug. 16, 1858. 
Messrs. Olmstead & Co., Dear Sirs.—En- 
closed please find the amount due on your pa- 
per. The Companion is a welcome visitor in 
my family, interesting alike the young and the 
old. It combines amusement and instruction 
with sound morality, and cannot but exert a 
good influence over the minds of youth. 

Truly yours, H. M. 


Pierson, Mich., Oct. 29, 1858. 
Messrs. Olmstead & Co., Dear Sirs.—En- 
closed you will find one dollar to pay this year’s 
subscription for the Youth’s Companion. It is 
surely neat and drink for us all, to peruse your 
welcome little paper. May you long continue 
this useful nen 94 the wish of your friend, 


VARIETY. 





THE OLD FOLKS AT HOME. 
The old man sat by the chimney side, 
His face was wrinkled and wan, 
And he leaned both hands on his stout old cane, 
As if all his work was done. 


His coat was of good old-fashioned gray, 
The pockets were deep and wide, 

Where his “ specs” and his steel tobacco-box 
Lay snugly side by side. 

The old man liked to stir the fire, 
So, near him the tongs he kept ; 

Sometimes he mused as he gazed at the coals, 
Sometimes he sat and slept. 


What saw he in the embers there ? 
Ah! pictures of other years ; 

And now and then awakened smiles, 
But oftener started tears. 


His good wife sat on the other side, 
In a high-backed, flag-seat chair ; 

I see ’neath the pile of her muslin cap 
The sheen of her silvery hair. 


There’s a happy look on her aged face, 
And she busily knits for him, 

And Nellie takes up the stitches dropped, 
For grandmother’s eyes are dim. 


Their children come and read the news, 
‘To pass the time each day ; 

How it stirs the blood in the old man’s veins 
‘To hear of the world away. 


Tis a homely scene, I told you so, 
But pleasant it is to view ; 

At least I thought it so myself, 
And sketched it down for you. 


Be kind unto the old, my friend, 
They’re worn with this world’s strife. 
Though bravely once perchance they fought 
The stern, fierce battles of life. 


They taught our youthful feet to climb 
Upward life’s rugged steep ; 

Then let us lead them gently down 
To where the weary sleep. 


A PLEASING INCIDENT. 


A correspondent of the Dundee Advertiser, 
who has been waking a tour in the highlands 
of Scotland, states that when in the neighbor- 
hood of Balmoral he entered a thatched hut on 
the roadside—one of the most miserable. It 
consisted of but one apartment, and had no 
chimney, only an open lum. It was inhabited 
by an old lone woman; she sat at the fireside 
on a rude chair, leaning down to blow up the 
fire, which stood against the wall. We asked 
the woman if Queen Victoria ever came to see 
her? She answered, 

*O, yes, sir, she comes to see me often, and 
she has sat many a time there’—pointing to the 
other side of the fire— and she is very kind to 
me always when she comes.’ 

That widow’s heart was evidently full while 
she thus spoke. The thought of the Queen of 
England having sat down and spoken to her, 
and sympathized with her in her lonely cottage, 
and provided for her wants, filled her with 
gratitude, and was to her a subject of pleasing 
thought till another visit was paid; and as we 
stood on that earthen floor, under that smoked 
roof, and looked to the spot on which Victoria 
had sat, we felt that there was true queenly 
kindness and condescension in what she had 
done, and that, however high she stood in our 
a before, she was now much more exalted 

ere. 


HELPING TO ROLL THE BARREL. 


Passing along one of the low streets in this 
city, the other day, I noticed a drayman back- 
ing up his dray to.a very wretched looking hu- 
man dwelling. What appeared to be the moth- 
er and children of the house were bare-footed, 
ragged and forlorn. On the dray was a barrel 
of whisky. The driver rolled it up a steep 
ricketty flight of stairs, and in endeavoring to 
do so, it seemed too much for him. He looked 
round for help. I was passing, and saw the 
poor neglected dirty children. The mother 
pulled and drew at the barrel; the drayman 
pushed and groaned as if it would roll back on 
him. I felt like helping, but would it be help 
to get the cask of liquid fire into that place 
which without it might be a happy home ?— 
Just as I was about to give a turn to the thing, 
ay eye rested on the words, ‘ Double rectified 
Ohio whisky.’ I thought of the court of con- 
science, end of a higher court, and durst not 
help to raise such spirits. 


AN AFFECTING SCENE. 

When Admiral Ver Huee, a Protestant, of 
whom Bonaparte entertained the highest opin- 
ion, went over to London, a few years after the 
battle of Waterloo, to represent the Protestant 
Bible Society of France, at the annual meeting 


Mr. Wm, B..French, 16) of the British and Foreign Bible Society, he 
and Adwiral Gambier met on the iire-— 
eadly com- 














The last time they had met was in 
bat on the ocean; then they met as enemies, 


ad ¢ +, 


common Savior, and to 


amid the roar of the cannon and all the accom- 
paniments of a bloody contest. But now they 
met as friends—as brethren in the faith ofa 





and p 


of an 





of people. 


r 


THE DREAMERS AND THE EMPEROR. 


entered a miserable roadside inn for rest and 
refreshment. 
bed whose countenances were b 
dicative of good intentions. 
thieves. 


no means in- 
In fact, they were 


the ill-looking fellows got up and approached 
him, with the remark, 


me to a T,’ and thereupon he appropriated the 
garment. 
‘ And I, said the second fellow, following his 


coat which would fit me nicely.’ 


pared to take a whistle which the Emperor 
wore suspended from his neck by a gold chain. 

‘Softly, my friend,’ said Charles ; ‘ let me 
first show you the use of this whistle.’ 

Accordingly he raised it to his lips, blew a 
shrill note, and the house was filled with his 
armed retainers. 

‘ Here,’ said Charles, pointing to the ruffians, 
‘are a set of fellows who dream whatever they 
want. Jt is my turn now. I have dreamed 
that all these rascals were worthy of a gibbet. 
Let the dream be realized instantly.’ 

‘The hint was taken, and without further de- 
lay or formality, the rascally quartette were 
swung up before the inn door, a signal warn- 
ing to all unprincipled psychologists. 


A YANKEE BOY. 

A Yankee boy at Norfolk, Conn., named Ed- 
ward Kilbourne, now twenty-five years old, 
has, during four years past, been exercising his 
| ingenuity on the matter of knitting-machines, 
till he has patented, both in this country and 





|Great Britain, a machine which bids tair to| WILLis HOWAKD; or, Two Secrets well kept. 
| make as much of a revolution in the manufac- | 


ture of knit goods, whether of silk, cotton, or 
| wool, as Whitney’s cotton-gin did in the cot- 


}ton manufacture. He boughtan ordinary knit-| Sinner,’ and several oticr books of the Biciety. 


| ting loom, and, while making socks, alterations 
| seemed to suggest themselves, till he had made 
japplication for twenty-four 
| eighteen of which were accepted ; and the re- 
(sult is virtually an entirely new machine. Its 
|chief feature is that the work runs rapidly 
| through—as in an ordinary weaving loom— 
| widening and narrowing according to pattern, 


|and without the necessity of stopping to let | 4 


}down or take up stitches, The advantages 
| gained are seen iu the fact that kniting which 
}is done elsewhere at a cost of $5 or over per 


cents per dozen, or perhaps less. One ma- 





day, and one girl can tend three machines.— 
New machines are building that will knit two 
} drawers at a time, or two dozen drawers per 
|day. One person can knit four dozen drawers 
per day. 


TECHNICAL WORDS. 


In reading, we frequently come across words 
with which we are unacquainted, and which are 
necessary to give us a full idea of the subject. 
To obviate this difficulty we give a definition 
of soine of the more common words : 


A firkin of butter, 56 lbs. A truss of hay, 56 dbs. 


Asack ofcoal, 224 “ A bash, 80 bush. 
A truss of straw, 36 “ Akilderkin, 18 galls. 
A stave of hemp, 32 “ A barrel, 36 « 
Asack of flour, 280 “ Abogshead, 56 “ 
A quinta! 100 * Apuncheon, S& “ 


A b my steel, 120 “« 

English prices current often speak of the 
prices of wheat per quarter—to reduce this to 
barrels, multiply the price by seven, and divide, 
and it will give the price, at the same rate, by 
the barrel. Thus: If wheat is quoted at 56 
shillings a quarter, multiply 56 by 7, and di- 
vide by 12, and it gives the price, 32 shillings 
and 8 pence a barrel. 


BURIAL OF A YOUNG INDIAN CHIEF. 


To-he, the Iowa Chief, lost one of his sons 
by death a few days ago, who was buried with 
the highest honors of the tribe, and in accord- 
ance with the custom in vogue among the dusky 
sons of the forest. He was placed in a sitting 
posture upon the summit of a high hill, his bow 
and arrow, a war club and a pipe, deposited 
near him, when a pony was shot to accompany 
him to the happy hunting-grounds. A mound 
of earth was then thrown over the whole, a 
white flag raised, and the usual charms placed 
around to keep away evil spirits. ‘The young 
chief was not more than twelve years of age.— 
Leavenworth City (Kansas) Ledger. 


VANITY. 

The Country Gentleman states that the com- 
mon evil of turkeys straying from home may 
be prevented by an appeal to their vanity.— 
‘They will not leave the yard in which they 
are put, if a strip of red flannel is tied around 
the wing, long enough to trail on the ground. 
The vanity of the fowl is probably affected b: 
this means, as he wouldn’t wish to run the ris! 
of seeing strangers with such a drag upon his 
dignity. 

A person whose life is full of good works, 
whose heart is devoted to God, whose faith and 
hope are sincere, will never be surprised by 
death. 

Sincerity does not consist of speaking your 
mind on all occasions, but in doing so when 
silence would be censurable and in- 
excusable. 








his glorious reign—a ‘ reign of righteousness, 
peace, and joy in the Holy Ghost.’ The scene 
was deeply affecting. They rushed into each 
other’s arms, and wept greatly, and that in the 


Charles V., while hunting, lost his way, and 


He noticed four men lying on a 


Charles asked for refreshments, but 
he had scarcely swallowed a drop, when one of 


*[ dreamed you had a mantle that would fit 


comrade’s example, ‘dreamed you had a buff 


At the same time he seized upon the buff 
coat. ‘The third took his hat, the fourth pre- | 


| eal 
| are divided among four difierent buyers, two of whog 





PERRY DAVI8’s 
VEGETABLE PAIN KILLER 


EV.T. ALLEN writing from Tavoy, bi xs 
Within tne past four years | have ised ane Aa 
ed of above tive Lundred butties, but am now Ub 
send me a fresh suppiy (through the Mission 
S000 a8 you Cau, say two Lundred Lotties. 1 dary ao! 
without it myseif, and there are endless calls for hie 
by Kurens aud Burmans. 1 always take it wich a 
the jungies, aud Lave irequent occasions to Use it boa, 
Myself wand oihers. Une ght, while sleeping inagy™ 
ayat, 1 was awoke by a most excruciating Peni 
foot. On examination 1 found 1 had been Ditten te 
Centipede. “1 imme. iately applied the Fain Kaller. us 
found instant relief. in iess than am hour | yay 
asleep. “a 
isev. H. L. Van Meter, of Bassein, India, 

Here let me assure you that we prize your ray ~ 
very highly. For the first two or three years Ot Our ny, 
deuce in india, we were ignorant of ite Valuable Proper 
ties, and did not use it, but now would hardiy fie or 
to be without it ior a single day. Unly 9 few nighe 
since Mrs. Van Meter was stung by & seorpiun, ang . 
tense pain Was instantaneous Lurvughout the aw, 
soon a numbness 01 the tingers followed. By the contin, 
ed application of the Fam Auler for an hour OF mete aad, 
at intervals during the wight, the alarming *)Upiy 
were subdued, ard in the murmng only @ slghy 
was felt in the finger. 

1 gave it ina severe case of Fever and Ague, Seeordiag 
to directions, and it acted lke a charm, bre: 
atonce. Ihe Karens have great confidence in it, 

Mr. W. L. Carpenter wiites irom Calcutta, « 
Davia’s Vegetabie Pain hitler is a very valuable 
cine, and must people here that have used it eulertain 
high opinion of 118 wo. th.’’ 

Bombay, December 4th. isa. 

Messrs. P. Davis & Son—Gents:—We have soig 
shipment of rain Killer per ship Martha, and bi pg 
close that per Squantum in a few days. berewny 
'a draft for £50 on the Mercantile Bauk of India 
and China, to your order. Hope to 1emit you aggp ip 
sale ex-Squautum and Art Union. ours \ 

USSALHOY, MERWANJIBR, & Op, 
MBLBUKNE AUBTRALIA, May M, le 
Messrs. P. Davis & Soun—Geuts : 

eee ‘The*-5. H. Talbot,’ with 54 boxes, and the 
** State of Muine,’’ with 43 voxes of your valuable Pap 
Killer, have arrived, and the Pain Killer is sold at iy 
per dozen. Neither of the lots are landed yet, bur yy 
hope they will be in time fur us to forward your asccoug 

jes and remittance by this mail. Lhese two shipmeny 































would each have taken the whole 102 boxes if we woulg 
allow it. ‘This is the best comment we can make on you 
Pain Killer. Send us frequent shipments. + 

a N&nBii, Hourks & Sta vang, 


THE MASSACHUSETTS 8. 8S. SOCIETY 


AS just added to its list of more than a thousand 

ferent publications, several new and very choig 

books. Among these are the foliowing :-— 

ENGLISH NELLIE; or, Glimpses of Beggar Life, 5 

8. E. L. Northrop, author of * Helen Mortimer; 

the Proud Giri retormed,’ ‘ Alice learning wo do Good,’ 
* Letters to Young Commuuicants, on the (; 
Walk.’ 340 pp., illustrated with tive beautiful new 

gravings. Price 5U cents. 
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| dozen, can be done in Norfolk for twenty-five | B.. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
} 


| 
| 





| 


| 


| 


This is an intensely interesting book, which everybod) 
should read. si 
WALLAMANNUMPS; or, the Triumph of Christiag 
Hemet aa With tine original illustrations. 37) » 
cents. 


bellished with three new engravings. This isa book fy 

all the boys and indeed the girls too. 150 pp. 26 ceny 

GEMS FOR SABLATH SCHOOLS. By Bey, Calet 
» author of ‘ Happy Choice,’ ‘The Aw: 


chapters, 28U pp. 33 cents. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF MY NATIVE VILLAGE. 3) 
Wanderer, with illustrations. 108 pp. 22cents. 

NES in the Norwood Family, divided iny 

l7 chapters, with two original engravings. 143 PP. 
25 cents. 

THE DAY OF ADVENTURES. By the author of 
* Eldest Daughter,’ ‘ Beacons and Beckonings,’ ‘ Gles® 

er’s Sheaf,’ dc. Illustrated with three very expressing 

engraviugs. 122 pp.—lU chapters.’ 23 cents. 

FEW LEISURE HOURS. Ail who love leisure hous 

should read it. 90 pp. 25 cents. 

TWILIGHT HOURS; or, Stories from Mrs. Brown) 
Scrap Book. For Charlotte and Ellen. But thes 
stories are just as good for any other children. lépp 

cents. 

N MILE STONES in the Life Journey of Jessie Palm 

xr. Idi pp. 2 cents. 


chine will knit one dozen pairs of drawers each | WHERE LIES THE FAULT? or, a word to Christis 


‘arents. 16 cents, 
MOSES H. SARGENT, Treasurer, 
No. 13 Cornhill, Boston, 


72 pp. 


15—tf 
xT EVERY FAMILY. a 
SHOULD HAVE ONE OF 
GROVER & BAKER’S 


\f a! Y 
SEWING MACHINES, 
pa reasons why the preference is given to the GRUY- 

ER & BAKEK machine, are the tollowing: 

FI RST—It is MORE SIMPLE and EASILY KEPT 
ORDER than any other machine. 

SECOND—It makes a seam which will not BiPa@ 
RAVEL, though every third stitch is cut. 

THIRD—It sews from two ordinary spools, and thusall 
trouble of winding thread is avoided, while the same 
Machine can be adapted, at pleasure, by a mere change 
of spuols, to all varieties of work. 

FUURLH—The same Machine runs silk, linen thread, 
and common spool-cotton, with equal facility. 

FIFTH—The seam is as elastic as the most elastic 
fabric, so that it is free from ail liability to break is 
washing, ironing, or otherwise. 

SIXTH—The stitch made by this Machine is more 
oeaere than any other made, either by hand or ms 
chine. 

Twenty Patterns to Select From. 


PRICE FROM $75 TO $125. 


In making remittances, Drafts must be made 
to the Order of THE GROVER & B. 
SEWING MACHINE COMPANY. 


PRINCIPAL SALES ROOMS 
18 Summer Street, Bostem 


95 Broadway, . . . New York. 
SFO Chestayt Street, ° Philadelphi» 
— ly 








GRECIAN PAINTING, 
AND ANTIQUE PAINTING ON GLASS. 
J-E. TILTON & CO., 
161 Washington Street, Boston, 
(LATELY OF SALEM, MAS3.,’) 
UBLISH the following Fins ENcRavines, which 


send by Mail Post Paid on receipt of price, with 
rules to paint each, colors used and how to mix. 


Ms e plate Price. 
Hiawatha’s Wooing, 14x18 $1,580 
The Farm Yard, 13x19 1 
The anery Seay, 13x17 1, 
Les Orphelens, 0x9 1,00 
The Jewsharp Lesson, 9x10 60 
The Letter Bird, 9x11 oO 
Age and Infancy, 16x22 30 

#0 two beautiful Crayon Studies, Longfellow’s Evange 
line, and Guido’s Beatrice Cenci. Excellent compaljy 


bg each. 
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YOUTH’S COMPANION 


A FAMILY PAPER 
DEVOTED TO 
Piety, Morality, Brotherly Love- Noi 
tarianism, No Controversy+ 
PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY 
OLMSTEAD & CO., BOSTON, MS. 
: No. 22 School Street. : 
Paros @1 4 ream. 81x copies rox $5, Paruant AP 





BOUND VOLUMES Bland $1,235. 









W. Hyde, & E. F. Duren, Bangor, Agents. 
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